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CRT family was the first they called upon, and in spito
of the mortifying awkwardness of the meeting, it was im-
possible to ayoid it, and therefore I determined to pay my
respects to them immediately. I was careful to call when
I knew I could not be admitted, and the first inter-
view finally took place at our own house, Christiana re-
ceived nie with great kindness, although with increased
reserve, which might be accounted for by the time that had
elapsed since we last met, and the alteration that had since
taken place both in my age and station. In all probability
she looked upon my present career as a sufficient guarantee
that my head was cleared of the wild fancies of my im-
petuous boyhood, and rejoicing in this accomplishment, and
anticipating our future and agreeable acquaintance, she
might fairly congratulate herself on the excellent judgment
which had prompted her to pass over in silence my un-
pardonable indiscretion.

Her manner put me so completely at my ease that, a.
moment after my salute, I wondered I could have been so
foolish as to have brooded over it. The Countess was
unaltered, except that she looked perhaps more beauti-
fol. She was a rare creation that Time loved to spare.
That sweet, and blooming, and radiant face, and that tall,
and shapely, and beaming form, not a single bad passion
had ever marred their light and grace; all the freshness of
an innocent heart had embalmed their perennial loveliness.

The party seemed dull. I, who was usually a great
talker, could not speak. I dared not attempt to be alone
with Christiana. I watched her only at a distance, and in-
dicated my absorbing mood to others only by xny curt and
discouraging answers. When all was over I retired to my
own rooms exceedingly gloomy and dispirited.

I was in these days but a wild beast, who thought him-
self a civilised and human being, I was profoundly ignorant
of all that is true and excellent. An unnatural system,